INTERNATIONALLY  FAMOUS 

STACK  SKATES 


SOLD  WITH  AN  ABSOLUTE 
MONEY-BACK  GUARANTEE 


STARR  CANADIAN 
HOCKEY  TUBE  OUTFIT 


—FEATURES— 

★ Black  and  Tan  Shoe. 

★ Guaranteed  Hard  Box  Toe. 

★ Thick  Heavy  Felt  Padded 

Tongue. 

* Spot  Welded  Skate  guaran- 

teed by  Starr  Mfg.  Co. 
and  by  us. 

* Sizes  1 to  12. 

* For  Men,  Boys  and  Girls. 


Be  Sure  and  Compare  Our  Outfits  with  Others  Before  Buying 


GENUINE  STARR 
COMBINATION 


PROFESSIONAL 
HOCKEY  OUTFIT 


PROFESSIONAL 
RACING  TUBES 


SHOE  AND  BLADE  SKATE 

Sturdy,  well  built 
outfit.  Tongue  well 
padded.  Nickel  fin- 
ished Starr  skates. 

For  Boys,  Men  and  Girls.  Sizes 
1 to  12. 


Guaranteed  Indestructible  Toe 

Black  and  tan  shoe. 

Tan  insert  and  built  *95 
in  canvas  support  to  "J1 
prevent  stretching. 

Spot  welded  nickel  plated  Starr 
tube.  Special  tempered  fine 
quality  steel  runners. 


GENUINE  STARR  OUTFIT 

Fine  quality  racing 
shoe.  Nickel  plated  .75 
Spot  weld.  Guaran- 
teed  racing  tube. 

For  Girls,  Boys  or  Men.  Sizes 
5 to  11. 


CARLSON  “T”  SKATES 

THE  WORLD’S  FINEST  SKATE 


—FEATURES— 

Guaranteed  for  all  time  against  defects  in  material  and  workmanship.  Made  to  foot 
form.  Perfect  balance.  Made  of  fine  quality  steel  to  stand  the  bard  wear  of  hockey. 
Will  stand  from  600  to  800  pounds  of  pressure,  compared  to  400  pounds  for  tube  skates. 
Used  and  Endorsed  by  the  World’s  Best  Hockey  Players  such  as 

W.  O.  COOK  — FRANK  CARROLL  — LESTER  PATRICK 


HOCKEY 


RACING 


Carlson’s  “T”  Skate  on  a fine 
quality  shoe  with  guaranteed 
hard  box  toe,  thick,  heavy 
padded  tongue.  Other  models 
from  $12.50  to  $21.00. 


Carlson  “T”  Skate  on  fine  qual- 

ity  shoe.  Used  by  the  world’s  $7.95 

finest  speed  skaters.  Nothing  § 

made  to  match  their  speed  and 

quality.  Other  models  from  $10.00  to  $254)0. 


M.  S.  ROSENBAUM  CO. 


Mention  the  RECORD  when  patronizing  our  advertisers 


HOCKEY 

GLOVES 

Prof,  model. 
Horseliide 
Reed  Gauntlets. 
Knuckle  inserts 

$1.95 

8 other  models 


SHIN 

PADS 

8 styles 
All  made  in 
Prof,  models. 

95c  and  up 


HOCKEY 


HOCKEY 

STICKS 

Varsity  T^c 

Collegiate  ...  95c 
Profess’nal  $1.25 
Super-Pro.  $1.53 

A.  A Pro $2.25 

Goalie  $2.35 


HOCKEY 

PUCKS 

Regulation 

size 

and 

weight 

10c 


SKATING 

HOSE 

All  wool 
colored  tops 
Heavy  grade 

39c 


HOCKEY 

PANTS 

Jerseys 

Stockings 

Goalie 

Equipment 


BASKETBALL 

PANTS 

Double  faced  moleskin 
Striped  sides 
Any  two  colors 

$1.00 

Also  Satin-Gabardine 

SNEAKERS 

Official  Regulation 
Arch  Support 
Moulded  or  crepe  sole 

$1.95 


Special  No.  1 $1.75 

Special  No.  2 95c 


KNEE  PADS 

Elastic  with  felt  pads 
Either  circular  or  horse  shoe 

80c  or. 

SUPPORTERS 


No.  31  45c 

No.  75  30c 

Knee  50c 

Ankle  50c 


DRILL  UNIFORMS 

Made  of  the  fin- 

est  quality  mate-  $790 

rial.  Every  suit  [ 
bears  mill  stamp 
of  quality.  Guar-  Complete 
anteed  not  to  streak.  The 
same  uniform  now  selling  for 
more  money  elsewhere. 


FREE 

30  PRIZES 

6 pr.  Starr  Racing  Tubes 
6 pr.  Starr  Hockey  Tubes 
6 pr.  Hockey  Gloves 
6 Hockeys  and  Pucks 


HERE’S  THE  STORY 

Every  pupil  of  your  school  who 
visits  our  store  will  receive  a card 
bearing  a number.  Keep  these  num- 
bers as  they  are  valuable. 

On  Thursday,  December  19,  we  will 
advertise  on  the  sporting  page  of 
The  Boston  Post,  also  the  same  eve- 
ning in  The  Daily  Record.  The  win- 
ning numbers  will  be  printed  in  these 
ads.  The  winners  will  present  their 
numbers  and  receive  their  prize. 


TRACK  SHOES 

FIRESTONE  SPEED  SHOE 

Canvas  top 
Crepe  rubber  sole 

$1.95 


Special  School  Price 


Sweat  Shirt 

80c 

Sweat  Pants  .... 

$1.50 

Sweat  Sox  

30c 

Track  Pants  ... 

50c 

Track  Shirt  ... 

50c 

ZIPPER  JACKETS 


100%  All  Wool 

$2.95 

Regular  Price  $4.95 

Special 

MACKINAWS 

A beautiful  assortment  of 
colors  and  style  at  prices  far 
below  current  prices. 

TEAM  MANAGERS 

Be  sure  to  get  our  prices 
on  equipment  before  placing 
your  order.  Don’t  Overpay. 


On  Public  Sale  for  the  First 
Time 

SWEATERS 

Boston  Port  All  Scholastic 

SWEATERS 

$4.95 

SPECIAL  A11  wool,  crew 

neck,  heavy- 
weight, pullover  sweaters.  All 
sizes.  Navy,  maroon 
green,  white. 

SPECIAL  A„fine  .q.ua,ity 

alt  wool  heavy 
weight  sweater.  Crew  or  ring 
neck.  All  sizes.  Maroon 
navy,  green,  white. 

Heavyweight,  100%  Wool,  Ring  or 
Crew  Neck.  Navy,  White,  Green, 

$2 

>.95 

.95 

Maroon. 

Now  you  can  buy  the  Sweaters  the 
athletes  wear. 

6 

■ 

165  BROADWAY  (Corner  Shawmut  Avenue)  BOSTON 


THREE  BLOCKS  FROM  METROPOLITAN  THEATRE 
OPPOSITE  SUBWAY  ENTRANCE 

Established  1889  Telephone,  HANcock  7168 


Mention  the  RECORD  when  patronizing  our  advertisers 


1935  CHAMPIONS  — UNDEFEATED  and  UNTIED 


First  Row:  J.  Powers,  Ahern,  Leahy,  Coach  Ohrenberger,  Capt.  McPhail,  Head  Master  Downey,  T.  Powers,  Barry,  Sullivan. 
Second  Row:  Mgr.  Supple,  McLaughlin,  Cowhig,  John  Daley,  Ryan,  Taurinsky,  Cuddy,  Gallivan,  Hegarty,  Minard. 
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WITH  THE 
EED  I TO  Ft  S 


THE  SPIRIT  OF  CHRISTMAS 

The  spinning  globe  has  at  last  brought  us  around  again  to  the  happiest 
season  of  the  year — the  Yuletide.  The  brisk  weather,  the  glistening  snow, 
and  the  merry  shouts  of  children  all  combine  to  make  it  joyful.  Crowds  of 
people  swarm  through  the  stores,  wide-eyed  children  gaze  in  awe  at  a corpu- 
lent Santa  Claus  in  his  sleigh,  peace  and  beauty  envelope  the  whole  country- 
side, and  in  every  home  there  is  joy  and  laughter. 

Even  the  most  cynical  are  touched  by  the  Spirit  of  Christmas.  It  per- 
meates their  beings,  and  tills  them  with  soft  and  humble  thoughts.  Regard- 
less of  race,  creed  and  color,  all  men  are  happy  together  and  glad  of  each 
other’s  good  fortune. 

The  multi-colored  lights  and  ornaments  seem  to  he  symbolic  of  the 
gayety  of  the  season.  The  snow  has  covered  the  earth  with  a gleaming 
blanket  that  seems  to  reflect  each  twinkling  star  in  the  velvet  sky.  The  swell- 
ing voices  of  the  children  singing  carols  resound  through  the  night  air — 
and  every  person  who  hears  them  feels  a strange  thrill.  All  hate  and  enmity 
are  forgotten,  wars  are  stopped  for  the  moment,  and  for  one  night  there  is 
leal  “peace  on  earth.”  The  Spirit  of  Christmas  has  come  to  stay,  and  the 
legendary  Santa  Claus  is  making  his  rounds,  bringing  joy  to  innocent  chil- 
dren. 

A modern  Scrooge,  homeward  bound,  hears  the  Carols  as  he  plods  along, 
and  a strange  feeling  enters  his  heart.  Although  he  does  not  know  it,  it  is 
the  Spirit  of  Christmas  entering  in  the  hope  of  unlocking  his  better  nature. 
He  does  not  understand  this  new  sensation,  lie  merely  knows — it  is  indeed 
a Merry  Christmas ! 


THE  STUDENT  COUNCIL 

One  of  the  most  useful  student  organizations  in  the  English  High  School 
is  the  English  High  School  Student  Council.  Its  object  is  to  promote, 
through  mutual  co-operation  on  the  part  of  students  and  faculty,  the  wel- 
fare of  the  hoys. 

The  Council  originally  consisted  of  eighteen  members — nine  students 
and  nine  faculty  advisers.  That  it  might  he  a student  council  in  fact  as  well 
as  in  name,  the  membership  of  the  council  was  revised.  Today  there  are  six- 
teen members  of  the  student  council,  all  of  whom  are  student  representatives. 
There  is  but  one  faculty  adviser,  Mr.  Frazier  of  the  Science  Department. 

Each  of  the  four  classes  is  represented  by  four  councilors,  who  are  elected 
in  the  following  manner:  In  each  home  room  of  the  building  a room  councilor 
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is  elected  who  is  a delegate  to  the  annual  class  convention.  The  delegates 
at  this  convention  elect  four  student  councilors  from  their  own  number  to 
represent  their  respective  classes  for  the  following  term. 

The  Council  lias  charge  of  inspecting  class  rooms.  All  rooms  are  marked 
by  the  inspection  committee  on  the  basis  of  the  condition  of  the  room  and 
desks.  Another  committee  marks  all  rooms  on  the  basis  of  room  decoration. 
Every  spring  the  Council  supervises  the  Junior  Class  Election.  It  also  lias 
charge  of  the  Honor  Roll  buttons.  It  was  as  the  result  of  a motion  passed 
by  the  Student  Council,  with  the  approval  of  the  Head  Master,  that  all  boys 
on  the  Honor  Roll  who  have  a study  period  in  the  last  period  of  any  day 
may  be  dismissed.  A Student  Councilor  may  be  recognized  by  his  bar-pin, 
and  by  the  Student  Council  button  that  he  wears. 

The  officers  of  the  Student  Council  for  this  year  are  as  follows: 
President,  George  W.  Creighton,  ’37 
Vice-President , Charles  J.  McPhail,  ’36 
Secretary,  David  H.  Smith,  ’37 
Student  Councilors  for  the  ensuing  year  are: 


Seniors 

Charles  J.  McPhail  (109) 
Richard  A.  Power  (111-A) 
Thomas  J.  Gordon  (106) 
Robert  D.  Harding  (202) 
Juniors 

George  W.  Creighton  (210) 
David  H.  Smith  (311-B) 
David  I.  Morgan  (300-B) 
John  Lydon  (303-B) 


Sophomores 

Francis  J.  McNulty  (259) 
Walter  J.  Ogar  (351-B) 

John  J.  Semper  (354) 
Clarence  T.  Whitney  (359) 
Freshmen 

John  H.  Bagley  (149- A) 

John  A.  Hanson  (150-C) 
Thomas  M.  Pearson  (155) 
Kenneth  E.  Sweenie  (157) 

J.  E.  P. 


OUR  ORCHESTRA 

“Let’s  have  your  “A,”  signals  the  violinist  to  the  pianist.  “Sound  your 
high  “A”  requests  another  ambitious  lad.  . . . Weird  sounds  may  be  heard  at 
an  after-school  rehearsal  in  the  assembly  hall  when  about  fifty  musically  in- 
clined fellows  commence  tuning  up  their  instruments  until  every  one  is  pre- 
pared to  strike  up  the  band  to  the  baton  of  our  own  Mr.  Rand. 

Little  do  we  realize  when  we  hear  our  school  orchestra  playing  to 
an  assembly  what  historical  significance  lies  behind  this  musical  organization. 
A pioneer,  according  to  Webster,  is  a predecessor,  one  who  goes  before  to  pre- 
pare the  way  for  another.  The  Boston  English  High  School  has  pioneered 
in  several  lines  of  education.  It  is  therefore  quite  natural  that  our  own  Eng- 
lish High  School  Orchestra  have  the  distinction  of  being  one  of  the  first  high 
school  orchestras  in  the  United  States.  This  year  marks  the  Golden  Anni- 
versary of  our  school  orchestra. 

It  was  founded  in  18S6  by  James  A.  Beatley,  a teacher  of  German  in  this 
school,  who  was  musical  director  here  in  English  High  School  until  1908,  a 
period  of  about  22  years. 

Arthur  Joy  next  served  as  our  director,  from  1908  to  1920.  At  his  death, 
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the  task  oi'  directing  and  developing  the  musical  ability  of  our  boys  was  taken 
over  b}r  Mr.  M.  Leroy  Band,  our  present  musical  director.  It  might  be  rather 
interesting  to  know  that  when  Mr.  Rand  was  a pupil  in  the  Boston  Latin 
School — in  the  dim  and  distant  past — (as  he  puts  it),  the  music  for  all  special 
occasions  was  furnished  by  the  English  High  School  Orchestra.  Aow,  Latin 
School  has  its  own. 

The  training  in  ensemble  playing,  which  is  offered  to  the  musically  in- 
clined boys  here  at  English,  has  been  the  beginning  of  a successful  career  for 
many  of  them.  Several  are  now  with  the  Boston  Symphony  Orchestra,  and 
others  have  achieved  prominence  with  first  rate  orchestras.  Among  the  latter 
might  be  mentioned  Leo  Riesman,  who  really  started  the  E.  H.  S.  Band  on 
its  road  to  success.  Our  orchestra  is  responsible  for  much  of  the  new  talent 
among  our  modern  radio  maestros — Jay  Biseman,  Morey  Pearl  and  others  are 
English  High  boys.  Borrah  Mineviteh,  celebrated  harmonica  virtuoso,  forsook 
his  school-days’  instrument,  the  violin,  for  t lie  harmonica  and  took  the  high 
road  to  fame  via  radio,  stage  and  screen  with  the  famous  “Harmonica 
Rascals.”  Since  then,  naturally,  lie  has  had  a host  of  imitators  in  the  field. 

Ever  since  1SG6,  that  is  to  say  for  at  least  fifty  years,  the  English  High 
School  Orchestra  has  played  at  the  Old  South  Meeting  House  on  February  22 
for  the  Old  South  Historical  Society.  The  seventy-five  dollars  received  as  a 
result  of  this  engagement  is  placed  into  the  school  music  fund  for  the  sole 
purpose  of  obtaining  new  music.  Besides  playing  on  this  and  on  other  occa- 
casions  at  this  famous  church,  the  orchestra  plays  at  various  evening  school 
graduation  exercises,  as  well  as  at  our  own  graduation  exercises  at  Tremont 
Temple.  Moreover,  it  has  given  several  broadcasts  in  recent  years  from  Sta- 
tion WEEI. 

The  music  played  is  largely  classical  in  nature.  Overtures,  selections 
from  famous  operas,  as  well  as  recent  musical  comedy  selections  are  studied. 
The  school  music  library  includes  the  complete  orchestrations  for  approxi- 
mately four  hundred  selections.  Rehearsals  are  held  after  school  on  Mondays 
and  Thursdays,  and  at  present  there  are  about  fifty  boys  belonging  to 
the  school  orchestra.  Diploma  credit  is  given  for  each  year’s  work.  Newcomers 
to  the  school  who  wish  to  join  should  see  Mr.  Rand  in  Room  30G.  Boys  of  fair 
ability  who  play  violin,  viola,  cello,  double-bass,  clarinet,  flute,  bassoon,  horn, 
trumpet,  trombone,  tuba,  drums  or  piano  are  eligible  for  membership. 

When  one  considers  the  English  High  School  Orchestra  in  the  light  of 
tradition  and  is  conscious  of  the  enviable  reputation  it  has  achieved,  he 
should  feel  privileged  to  be  a part  of  the  audience  which  enjoys  its  music  and 
even  more  privileged  to  be  one  of  the  players.  S.  L.  K. 


THE  KECOIH) 


©jc  JScst  Eaiii  ipians 

By  William  Seiniger,  ’36 


A uniformed  police  officer  stood  for 
a moment  peering  grimly  into  the 
swirling  mists  of  the  river.  The  deep 
moan  of  a river  boat's  whistle  filled 
the  air  from  all  directions  at  once  and 
from  no  direction  in  particular  like 
the  wail  of  a lost  soul.  The  thick  cur- 
tain of  fog  parted  a moment  to  reveal 
the  grim  naval  prison  standing  on  an 
island  out  in  the  treacherous  waters  of 
the  river.  The  policeman  shivered  a 
little  and  turned  slowly  to  seek  a 
pleasanter  section  of  his  beat. 

Out  there  in  the  prison,  Michael  Sor- 
tir.  Cell  No.  Fourteen,  heard  the  pene- 
trating sounds  of  the  river  traffic,  and 
his  countenance  leered  with  evil  satis- 
faction. Had  it  not  been  for  the  fog 
and  the  night  he  could  easily  have 
watched  the  vessel’s  progress,  for  his 
cell  looked  directly  across  to  one  of  the 
huge  long  windows  which  gave  air  and 
sunshine  to  the  cell  block.  The  view 
from  the  window  reached  clear  down 
the  river  to  the  sea  two  miles  away. 
Sortir  stared  unseeingly  into  the 
blackness,  but  in  his  mind  he  had 
visions  of  tomorrow  and  of  escape. 

It  was  well  known  that  no  prisoner 
had  ever  escaped  from  the  river — alive. 
The  island  stood  close  to  one  bank  of 
the  river.  The  nearer  shore  formed  a 
swift  rip-current  filled  with  whirl 
pools,  while  the  farther  shore  was 
separated  from  the  island  by  a mile 
and  a half  of  rushing  water.  So  power- 
ful was  the  current  that  before  a man 
could  swim  the  distance  he  would  be 
swept  to  sea.  Many  a prisoner  in 
desperation  had  attempted  the  ‘’cut.” 
If  the  machine  guns  hadn’t  torn  his 
body  to  pieces,  the  white  boiling  water 
had  sucked  him  down  and  dashed  his 


mangled  form  on  the  shoals  down 
river.  . . . Yet  Sortir  smiled. 

One  afternoon,  while  reading  in  his 
cell,  he  had  glanced  down  the  river ; 
and  his  attention  had  been  drawn  to  a 
cargo  steamer  lying  at  anchor  at  the 
mouth  of  the  river.  He  was  able  to 
make  out  the  indistinct  forms  of  the 
crew  who  were  diving  from  the  ship’s 
rail  and  were  swimming  about  in  the 
clear  water,  which  was  much  calmer- 
down  there.  After  each  dive  the 
swimmers  would  clamber  up  the  anchor 
chain  to  repeat  the  performance. 
Escape  stared  him  in  the  face.  The 
more  he  thought,  the  easier  it  seemed, 
and  he  evolved  a simple  plan. 

He  watched  the  boat  steadily  for  two 
months  and  noted  that  it  appeared  in 
the  river  mouth  once  every  two  weeks, 
on  Wednesday  and  received  some  sort 
of  supplies  in  the  afternoon.  Wednes- 
day night  on  the  dot  of  nine  o’clock  the 
steamer  whistle  pierced  the  silence 
with  its  shrill  signal,  the  anchor 
rattled  up,  and  the  twinkling  lights  re- 
ceded and  were  swallowed  up  in  the 
darkness.  Five  days  later  the  ship  slid 
up  to  its  anchorage  in  Norway. 

It  so  happened  that  every  Wednesday 
night  at  8:30  the  prisoners  were 
marched  to  the  assembly  hall  for  the 
weekly  movies.  To  reach  it  they 
crossed  the  wide  lawn  in  front  of  the 
administration  building.  Sortir  planned 
to  break  from  the  line  and  plunge  into 
the  darkness.  Even  if  he  were  noticed, 
the  guards  would  probably  give  the 
alarm  and  race  to  the  “cut,”  as  that 
was  the  avenue  of  escape  which  all 
“departing”  prisoners  had  previously 
sought.  Once  in  the  water  he  need  only 
drift.  No  need  of  fighting  the  current, 
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nor  was  there  the  problem  of  machine 
guns  to  contend  with  there.  He  need 
only  let  the  current  sweep  him  to  sea. 
It  would  take  him  just  about  half  an 
hour  to  reach  the  ship,  and  it  stood 
almost  in  his  path.  Upon  reaching  it 
lie  would  climb  the  heavy  anchor  chain  ; 
and  once  aboard,  it  would  be  an  easy 
matter  to  conceal  himself  in  the  crew’s 
quarters,  as  they  would  be  busy  at  the 
task  of  getting  under  way.  He  might 
even  find  some  old  clothes  so  that  he 
might  discard  the  prison  uniform.  Be- 
fore the  prison  had  spread  the  alarm 
he  would  be  outward  bound  for  Nor- 
way. 

Tramp Tramp Tramp 

Tramp!  The  heavy,  measured  tread  of 
the  marching  prisoners  sounded  dully 
on  the  concrete  walk.  The  line  of 
prisoners  was  almost  across  the  wide 
lawn.  As  it  made  a turn  to  the  right, 
Sortir  made  a graceful,  perfectly 
natural  movement  to  the  left  which 
swung  him  out  of  line  and  out  of  the 
range  of  the  arc  lamps.  He  raced  madly 
for  the  water  and  plunged  in.  He’d  been 
seen,  for  the  lights  flashed  up  towards 
the  “cut”;  but  no  matter,  his  plan 
worked  perfectly.  Someone  started  the 
siren  going  and  it's  shrieking  awoke 
the  countryside  over  on  the  mainland. 

He  floated  easily  and  swiftly,  but  he 
felt  the  strong  current  plucking  at  him. 
The  water  was  cold.  Fifteen  rninues 
passed.  He  saw  the  prison  lights  away 
up  the  river,  and  the  siren  sounded  far 
off.  He  was  forced  to  keep  his  mind 
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off  the  long  swim,  lest  he  lose  his 
courage  or  become  panic-stricken  and 
sink.  He  concentrated  on  pleasant 
thoughts  to  pass  the  time.  He  thought 
of  Norway  and  of  the  excitement  that 
was  going  on  at  that  moment  in  the 
prison.  A low  laugh  broke  from  his 
lips. 

Suddenly  a black  shape  broke  in  on 
his  thoughts.  Startled,  he  looked 
around,  treading  water  slowly.  It  was 
the  steamer ! He'd  already  reached  it. 
While  occupied  with  those  far-away 
thoughts,  he'd  drifted  past  it.  Madly, 
frantically,  his  arms  lashed  the  water 
as  he  struggled  to  regain  the  ship.  He 
hadn't  counted  on  the  out  tide  making 
the  current  swifter  than  it  usually  was. 
He  swam  with  powerful  strokes.  His 
breath  came  in  great  painful  gusts  and 
his  head  spun  dizzily.  At  last  his 
fingers  grasped  at  the  slimy  steel  plates, 
but  there  was  no  hope  there.  He  knew 
he  must  reach  the  anchor  chain  out 
ahead  of  the  ship.  Suddenly,  high 
above  his  head  the  whistle  screeched. 

. . . Once,  twice,  three  times.  He  spent 
his  last  bit  of  strength  as  he  aimed  for 
the  anchor  chain.  Slowly  it  began  to 
rise.  Metal  clanked  on  metal  and 
cables  groaned.  He  reached  out  wildly 
for  a handhold,  but  with  a roar  the 
ponderous  anchor  burst  out  of  the 
water,  the  salt  spray  cascaded  from 
its  flukes,  and  it  passed  within  an  inch 
of  his  struggling  fingers — to  fade  into 
the  darkness  above  his  head. 
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M illatter  of  ^Principle 

By  Thomas  Jackson 


Beside  the  dwindling  flames  of  his 
campfire,  Jack  Kent  sat  thinking.  His 
thoughts  turned  to  all  the  things  that 
had  happened  to  him  since  that  day 
only  a few  months  before  when  he 
had  come  down  to  Alabama  from  the 
North. 

tie  had  a cabin  and  five  cleared 
acres.  With  fruit  trees  set  out,  a little 
garden  of  sprouts,  cabbage,  beets  and 
onions,  and  the  few  cows  and  razor- 
back  hogs,  he  meant  to  go  right  ahead 
as  though  there  had  never  been  such  a 
thing  as  a life  of  luxury. 

Quail,  wild  turkey,  deer  and  small 
black  bear  roamed  the  woods.  Getting 
money  for  shells  might  be  a trifle  hard 
the  first  three  years,  until  his  citrus 
fruit  proved  marketable,  but  he  would 
make  out  somehow. 

Once  a month  he  visited  the  nearest 
town  for  supplies.  Returning,  he  usu- 
ally carried  a small  sack  of  purchases, 
chiefly  oats  for  the  horse,  and  small 
thinks  like  stationery  and  razors  he 
himself  needed.  He  still  had  a little 
money,  but  it  had  a long  way  to  stretch 
before  there  would  be  any  more  com- 
ing in. 

His  nearest  neighbors  were  the 
Jeffers  clan,  which  consisted  of  Pop 
Jeffers,  and  his  two  sons,  Tug  and  Bon- 
ney.  He  had  to  smile  when  he  thought 
of  Pop.  lie  had  already  had  a quarrel 
with  Pop.  This  quarrel  with  the  Jeffers 
clan  was  based,  of  course,  upon  the 
fact  that  Kent  had  come  in  quietly 
from  the  north,  bought  the  run-down 
Letch  house  and  small  acreage,  and 
gone  right  ahead  about  the  business  of 
living  quite  as  though  it  were  the 
accepted  thing  for  anv  Yank  to  do. 

That  started  off  Pop  Jeffers,  who 
never  needed  more  than  the  whack  of 


an  acorn  on  his  gnarled  nose  to  make 
him  see  red.  But  the  blow-off  came 
when  Kent  carried  in  the  carcass  of  a 
shoot  straight  in  t’ae  first  place  and 
wounded.  Kent  had  dumped  the  little 
brown  body  at  Pop  Jeffer's  feet,  and 
delivered  part  of  a sarcastic  com- 
mentary upon  woodsmen  who  didn’t 
shoot  straight  in  the  first  place,  and 
then  were  too  hog-lazy  to  follow  up 
their  “runners”  (wounded  game).  Let- 
ting a deer  escape  to  lie  around  in  the 
woods  for  days,  dying  miserably,  was 
just  about  the  worst  crime  on  the 
calendar,  Kent  had  declared  hotly. 

But  Pop  wasn’t  inclined  to  think  so 
at  the  time ; and  when  news  of  the 
argument  spread  over  town,  the  people 
immediately  took  sides  with  Pop,  even 
though  most  of  them  did  have  their 
doubts  as  to  whether  he  was  entirely 
right  or  not.  Often  when  Jack  went 
to  town  for  provisions,  he  could  hear 
them  whispering  behind  his  back  about 
the  “Yank”  that  had  so  boldly  tried 
to  become  one  of  them.  Jack  grimly 
resolved  to  prove  to  them  that  a 
Northerner  had  grit,  and  he  wasn’t 
long  in  getting  his  choice. 

One  day  Jack  set  out  to  do  some 
hunting.  Because  all  the  pine  lands 
are  undergrown  thickly  with  anise, 
sole  thorn,  laurel,  and  countless  other 
shrubs,  shooting  is  a snap-shot  proposi- 
tion. Ordinarily  Jack  used  a rifle  when 
after  deer.  But  this  time  he  wanted  to 
be  sure.  So  he  loaded  both  barrels  of 
the  shotgun  with  zero  buckshot,  and 
tramped  into  the  rain  over  to  the 
thicker  woods  at  Blackjack  Branch. 
Somewhere  here  there  was  at  least  one 
fat  deer,  maybe  more. 

In  the  underbrush  there  was  light 
fog,  getting  worse  now  that  the  wind 
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had  gone  down.  Visibility  was  poor, 
but  Kent  thought  he  knew  within  fifty 
yards  of  where  to  find  deer.  Slowly 
Kent  stalked  upwind  in  the  direction 
of  the  covert  he  suspected,  crouching, 
using  all  his  skill  to  keep  from  making 
a sound  or  shaking  any  of  the  thorn 
branches  which  showed  a willingness 
to  cling  even  to  his  slicker. 

Then  in  a flash  it  happened.  The 
deer  bounded  up  and  away  from  almost 
under  his  right  foot.  It  arched  up- 
ward straight  in  the  direction  he  was 
facing,  or  he  never  would  have  got  a 
shot  at  all. 

Wham ! 

Throwing  up  the  gun  muzzle,  he  let 
go  the  right  barrel  just  as  the  deer 
reached  the  top  of  the  first,  gigantic 
bound.  The  shot  was  no  more  than  half 
aimed,  yet  Kent  knew  he  had  scored  a 
hit. 

He  knew  also  that  he  was  in  for 
trouble.  In  the  brief  instant  he  saw 
the  deer,  after  the  momentary  cloud 
even  smokeless  powder  makes  in  a fog, 
it  seemed  to  have  but  three  legs.  The 
left  fore  leg  was  either  shattered  or 
blown  off  completely.  The  deer  stumbled 
and  fell,  and  was  away  in  an  instant 
before  Kent  could  get  a second  shot. 

He  followed  the  trail  of  blood  left 
by  the  deer,  and  noticed  that  it  was 
headed  for  the  hills  and  branches  of 
headed  for  the  Jeffers’  homestead.  How 
Jeffers  would  react  to  an  invasion  of 
his  property  by  Kent  the  latter  could 
not  guess. 

Of  a sudden,  Kent  flung  up  his  shot 
gun  but  did  not  lire.  He  had  a glimpse 
of  the  deer,  bounding  awkwardly;  but 
the  creature  had  vanished  just  as  it 
appeared.  There  was  only  one  charge 
left,  and  the  hunter  insisted  upon  plac- 
ing it  for  the  kill.  He  bent  low  and 
charged  into  the  thorny  laurel,  making 
for  the  spot  where  he  had  seen  and 


heard  the  deer  go  crashing  out  of  sight. 

For  two  brief  seconds  Kent  did  not 
pay  close  attention  to  his  footing.  He 
was  traveling  over  a floor  of  matted 
branches.  The  deer  had  slumped  down 
there  in  the  branches  just  ahead.  He 
thought  he  had  it  now.  He — 

That  moment  the  world  collapsed 
beneath  his  feet.  With  a cry  he  pitched 
away  the  shotgun  and  tried  to  grab  a 
big  branch  of  cypress  and  save  himself. 
But  in  vain.  He  had  broken  through 
and  was  falling,  and  the  big  cypress 
tree  was  falling  with  him.  Something 
struck  him  stunningly  across  the  back 
of  his  neck.  Then  he  crashed  down  in 
the  roar  of  noise,  unaware  for  the  time 
being  of  how  terribly  he  had  been  hurt. 

For  many  minutes  afterward  the 
only  movement  down  there  in  the 
debris  was  the  ineffectual  stirring  of  a 
dying  three-legged  deer  in  a vain  effort 
to  extricate  itself  from  an  empty  mash 
barrel  into  which  it  had  fallen. 

Jack  Kent  was  a long  time  opening 
his  eyes;  and  then  fully  another  hour 
dragged  by  before  he  knew  the  full 
horror  of  his  helplessness.  In  this 
cache,  someone,  probably  the  Jeffers 
clan,  had  a still. 

Here  were  eight  or  nine  empty  mash 
barre’s.  There  had  been  a roof  of  logs 
and  branches  over  this  niche  in  the 
hillside,  blit  the  wounded  deer  and 
the  hunter  had  fallen  through. 

After  excruciating  pain  had  made 
him  cease  blind  struggles  of  awaken- 
ing, Kent  knew  he  was  pinned  down 
by  a weight  he  could  not  lift.  Both 
legs  and  his  arm  or  shoulder  seemed 
to  be  broken.  He  could  scarcely  tell. 
Perhaps  his  back  was  smashed,  too,  for 
he  seemed  unable  to  squirm  upward 
into  even  a sitting  position.  Only  his 
left  hand  and  arm  were  of  any  account. 
After  looking  through  blood  and  dirt 
at  the  great  cypress  trunk  which 
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pinned  his  legs,  the  man  lay  back 
exhausted.  After  resting  again  he 
began  a systematic  digging  with  his 
left  hand,  hoping  to  burrow  out 
enough  soil  so  that  he  could  slide  out 
from  under  the  crushing  log,  or  at  least 
ease  the  weight  of  it  somehow. 

But  a moment  later  the  worst  hap- 
pened. 

On  squirming,  trying  to  pull  out  his 
shattered  legs,  he  dislodged  something. 
The  cypress  trunk  shifted  almost  im- 
imperceptibly.  Now  it  bore  down  ever 
heavier.  For  a long  black-red  moment 
the  man  fainted.  Later  he  was  awake 
again,  but  weaker.  Numbness  had 
come  to  the  lower  half  of  his  body,  but 
his  brain  was  clear.  This  was  the  end. 
He  recognized  that  he  had  fallen  into 
this  well-hidden  nook  where  illicit  dis- 
tilling took  place  at  times.  That  none 
was  going  on  now  simply  meant  that 
no  one  would  come  here.  Almost  idly 
he  wondered  if  his  voice  might  reach 
the  ears  of  Jeffers  or  some  other 
wanderer  of  the  woods. 

lie  tried  shouting,  then  waiting. 
There  was  no  answer.  Time  dragged 
along.  Then  turning  his  face,  Kent 
noticed  something.  His  shotgun  had 
fallen  within  three  feet  of  his  left  arm ! 

He  grinned  vacantly  as  he  inched 
toward  the  stock  of  the  shotgun, 
managed  to  clasp  it  and  draw  it 
towards  himself.  The  gun  seemed  un- 
harmed. There  was  still  a shell  unfired 
in  the  left  barrel.  Just  one,  though. 
He’d  have  to  get  hold  of  a stick,  so  he 
could  work  the  trigger  while  he  held 
the  muzzle  to  his  head.  No  chance  to 
miss  with  a shotgun,  though. 

In  getting  hold  of  a suitable  branch, 
he  noted  a weird  fact.  Over  there 
fifteen  feet  away  was  a big  barrel — a 
stout  oaken  hogshead,  in  fact,  such  as 
men  used  in  fermenting  mash. 

Sticking  up  out  of  the  barrel  was 


the  pitiful  head  of  a young  deer ! The 
animal  rolled  piteous  eyes  toward  him, 
almost  as  though  it  too  were  crying 
for  death. 

He  shuddered  and  turned  back. 
There  was  the  deer  ! It  was  gasping 
now.  Kent  let  out  a yell  for  help, 
then  another.  The  sounds  seemed  loud 
to  him,  but  the  hanging  moss  of  the 
live  oaks  blanketed  the  echoes.  It  was 
doubtful,  he  knew,  if  a human  voice 
could  be  heard  a quarter  of  a mile  in 
this  stillness.  And  except  for  the 
Jeffers’  clan,  none  of  whom  might  be 
at  home,  there  was  no  human  being 
within  three  miles  at  least. 

The  deer  seemed  quiet  now.  Perhaps 
it  had  died.  Funny,  the  woods  seemed 
darker.  Had  night  come ? Or  was  it 
the  darkness  men  sometimes  mentioned 
when  they  were  dying? 

“God,  I’m  not  afraid  to  die.  Not 
afraid.  Only,  I’d  rather  take  it  quick. 
Don’t  like  buzzards ” This  was  de- 

claimed aloud,  “Dear  God.” 

His  voice  broke,  but  no  tears  came 
to  his  eyes.  For  a long  time  he  lay 
stark  quiet,  and  the  shadows  of  night 
came  down  upon  the  woods.  When  he 
looked  again  he  could  not  discern  the 
barrel  or  the  dying  deer.  A sudden 
spell  of  clarity  made  him  groan  with 
realization. 

No  matter  about  himself.  1 1 is  duty 
had  been  to  finish  that  deer.  He  had 
fought  for  this  principle.  He  had 
followed  it.  Now  he  was  a quitter  in- 
deed. 

“Oh  God,  let  me  last  till  dawn,”  he 
groaned.  “Then  if  its  still  there  and 
alive ” 

Twice  during  the  dragging,  horrible 
ages  of  the  night  the  agony  grew  worse 
for  a time.  And  to  relieve  himself  Jack 
shouted  for  help.  At  least  he  thought 
he  shouted,  though  his  voice  now  was 
so  weak  it  could  not  have  been  heard 
a hundred  yards  distant. 
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The  second  siege  of  pain  came  just 
as  t lie  first  graying  streaks  were  in 
the  sky.  But  Jack  did  not  notice  them. 
He  had  forgotten  about  the  deer — • 
except  as  a duty  lie  would  fulfill  when 
lie  could  see  to  do  it.  His  own  pain 
look  all  his  manhood.  It  took  the 
last  of  his  waning  strength,  and  he 
sank  into  a coma.  Even  when  the  sun 
came  up,  shining  on  the  wet  glistening 
trees  high  above,  Jack  lay  unaware. 
He  was  near  indeed  to  the  Valley  of 
the  Shadow.  Perhaps  he  would  not 
return,  even  to  fulfill  the  promise  made 
to  himself. 

Hours  passed  and  still  he  lay 
unconscious.  It  was  well  past  mid- 
forenoon before  his  senses  cleared. 
Held  down  by  an  immense  weakness, 
he  still  marshalled  thought.  Incident 
by  incident,  he  recalled  all  that  had 
happened.  He  lifted  his  left  hand  and 
looked  at  it.  Unhurt.  Just  about  the 
only  part  of  him  that  was  not 
smashed.  That  one  hand  could  still 
work  the  gun. 

Oh!  the  deer!  With  an  immense 
effort  he  turned  his  head.  The  deer 
still  was  in  the  hogshead,  its  chin  tilled 
on  the  edge,  only  the  sad,  agonized 
eyes  which  moved  when  he  moved, 
showing  that  it  still  suffered. 

With  a groan  Jack  groped  for  the 
gun.  He  got  it  lined  up  on  the  ground. 
He  worked  a little  pile  of  sticks  under 
it  so  the  muzzle  pointed  upward, 
straight  at  those  brown,  piteous  eyes. 

Then  he  pulled  the  trigger.  The  load 
of  buckshot  struck  the  deer,  demolish- 
ing the  fine  head.  But  Kent  did  not 
know.  The  butt-plate  of  the  shotgun 
had  kicked  back  to  strike  him  squarely 
in  the  forehead  . . . 

Pop  Jeffers  surveyed  the  scene.  He 
clutched  his  single-barrel  gun  ; and  in 
the  first  instant  of  knowing  that  a 
stranger — yes,  even  Jack  Kent — had 


discovered  the  secert  of  his  still,  a 
flush  of  hot  anger  surged  upward  to 
his  cheekbones. 

For  the  space  of  three  fast  heart- 
beats it  was  touch  and  go  as  to  what 
Pop  might  do. 

But  then  he  saw  the  dead  deer  in 
the  hogshead.  He  saw,  too,  that  Jack 
was  smashed  and  pinned  down.  Evi- 
dently he  and  the  deer  he  had  been 
hunting  had  crashed  through  the  cam- 
ouflaged roof,  unaware  anything  lay 
beneath.  Even  Pop's  none  too  brilliant 
intelligence  encompassed  that  much 
and  his  fierce  anger  departed.  He  put 
down  the  gun,  took  a hatful  of  water 
from  the  spring,  and  went  to  see  if  he 
could  revive  Jack  Kent.  The  matter 
of  the  cypress — well,  just  a second. 
Might  have  to  get  his  sons  to  help.  Xo 
use  if  Jack  was  gone.  Xo  hurry,  any- 
how . . . 

Incredibly  weak,  fevered,  but  still 
able  to  understand  that  this  bearded, 
vengeful-looking  fellow  was  Pop  Jeffers, 
with  whom  he  had  fought,  Jack  came 
awake  at  the  first  splash  of  water.  He 
groaned,  then  set  his  teeth. 

“Had  to  use — last  shell — deer  was  a 
runner — ” he  gasped.  ‘Must  lend  me 
one  twelve-gauge  shell,  Pop.  That’s  all 
I ask.  Pain — pretty  bad ” 

“Uh?  What  yo’  want  of  a shell?” 
queried  Pop  suspiciously.  I'll  have  a 
try  at  lifting  this  now.”  ‘‘Xo  use,” 
gasped  Jack,  “wanted  to  finish  it.  Had 
to  use  shell.  Deer  suffering — now  one 
shell — gun  there ’’ 

For  a long  time  Pop  stared,  in- 
credulous. Then  he  cursed  savagely 
under  his  breath,  and  thrust  the  long 
barrel  of  his  precious  shotgun  under 
the  big  cypress  hole.  Probably  his 
indignation  lent  him  more  than  the 
usual  giant  strength,  for  the  cypress 
tree  yielded,  rose,  and  fell  over  to  one 
side  defeated. 
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"Wanted  me  to  give  him  one  mo’ 
shell,  by  gosh !”  yelled  Pop  to  no  one 
in  particular.  “Now,  fella,  I got  yo' — 
pick  yo’  up  cairful — so!  Kin  yuh  put 
one  ahm  on  m’  neck?  Good.” 

He  heaved,  raised  the  broken  man 
with  rough  tenderness,  and  strode 
toward  a path  that  led  up  the  road  to 
his  family  cabin.  Jack  dropped  back 
into  unconsciousness,  and  his  arm  fell 
from  Pop’s  bull  neck,  but  it  did  not 
matter.  Pop  strode  along,  avoiding 
jolts  carefully,  ne  swore  luridly,  but 
with  a sort  of  wondering  appreciation. 


Didn’t  ask  one  more  thing,  only  the 
loan  of  one  more  shell ! And  he’d  stuck 
to  his  darn-fool  ideas,  shooting  the  deer 
first  even  when  he  was  hurt  bad  and 
facing  it  alone!  Bye  and  bye  Pop  would 
run  the  gamut  of  curses,  and  come  to 
a rather  awed  chuckle.  But  right  now 
there  was  fierce  pride  in  the  story  he 
would  have  to  tell  his  sons  and  the 
populace  of  the  woods.  No  disgrace  to 
get  licked  by  a fella  like  this.  Had 
real  grit,  had  Jack — and  lived  to  make 
a good  many  friends. 


"■©ethl’s  Jslanb  Claims  Hts  ©tun’ 

I>y  Joel  L.  Cohex,  ’36 


“I  do  therefore  sentence  you  to 
imprisonment  at  hard  labor  at  Devil’s 
Island  for  the  rest  of  your  natural 
life.” 

The  words  of  the  judge  fell  heavily 
upon  the  ears  of  Gaston  Moreau,  oft- 
convicted  thief,  now  guilty  of  murder. 
Although  he  had  expected  this  verdict 
and  nerved  himself  for  it,  neverthe- 
less he  trembled  with  ill-suppresed  fear. 
Devil’s  Island,  the  isle  of  the  living 
dead,  of  the  boiling  sun,  of  the  yellow 
fever.  He  shuddered  violently  as  he 
recalled  to  mind  the  words  he  had 
heard  concerning  the  terrible  tortures 
of  this  island  of  the  damned. 

Two  officers  of  the  gendarmeries 
seized  him  by  the  arms,  half  dragged 
him  back  to  his  cell  to  await  deporta- 
tion to  Devil’s  Island.  He  spent  the 
next,  few  days  as  if  in  a trance.  When 
he  recovered  himself  enough  to  take 
notice  of  his  surroundings,  he  found 
himself  on  the  convict  ship  already 
halfway  to  his  destination,  the  prison 
at  the  island  of  the  devil’s  spawn.  On 
and  on  sailed  the  vessel.  Was  there  no 
end  to  this  expanse  of  water?  He  felt 
now  the  heat  of  the  burning  sun  up 
above  the  ship. 


Days  later  the  ship  anchored  in  a 
little  harbor.  The  journey  was  ended. 
He  had  arrived  at  Devil’s  Island. 
Under  a gruelling  sun,  he,  and  many 
others  like  him,  were  transported  from 
the  vessel  to  the  island.  The  convicts 
were  lined  up  in  a row  to  answer  to 
the  roll  call.  The  officer  in  charge  read 
name  after  name,  to  each  of  which  he 
received  the  answer,  “Here!” 

“Moreau”  called  the  officer.  No 
answer.  “Moreau,”  louder  came  the 
guard’s  call. 

“Ali-ah,  here,”  answered  Moreau  in 
a voice  which  seemed  very  distant. 

“Why  didn’t  you  answer  when  I first 
called  your  name?”  the  officer  growled. 

“I  did  not  hear  you.  I was  thinking 
of  something  else,”  Gaston  Moreau  re- 
plied, suddenly  filled  with  a false 
courage. 

“Oh,  thinking  of  something  else  were 
you  ? Well,  let  me  tell  you  something. 
Don’t  think  of  escaping  from  here.  You 
will  not  succeed.  Others  before  you 
have  tried,  and  they  are  resting  in  the 
bellies  of  the  sharks  which  feed  in  this 
bay.  Enough  of  this.  Forward,  march.” 

They  marched  on,  the  heat  of  the 
withered  soil  penetrating  the  soles  of 
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their  shoes  and  burning  their  feet.  On 
arriving  at  the  prison,  they  called  it  a 
prison,  they  were  outfitted  with  cloth 
ing  assigned  to  work  companies,  and 
then  taken  to  their  miserable  hovels. 
A wall  surrounded  these  huts,  a wall 
of  loose  bricks. 

When  Gaston  Moreau  saw  these 
bricks  in  the  wall,  he  determined  to 
escape  from  this  place  of  filth  and 
disease.  He  knew  those  convicts  who 
had  a little  money  at  their  disposal 
bribed  the  guard  to  let  them  enjoy  a 
few  moments  of  freedom  outside  their 
huts  in  the  shade  of  the  brick  wall. 
Every  day  after  work  Moreau  did  this, 
but  as  soon  as  the  guard  had  left  him 
and  could  not  see  his  actions,  Moreau 
would  scrape  away  the  cement  that 
held  in  these  certain  loose  bricks. 

This  went  on  for  months.  Moreau 
suffered  the  tortures  of  hell.  He 
sweated  and  burned  in  the  merciless 
sun.  He  grew  moody  and  cruel.  He 
became  afraid.  He  cursed  openly  the 
commandant  of  the  jail.  He  was 
flogged  almost  every  day  until  his  back 
was  but  a mass  of  scars.  He  took  these 
whippings  without  a muriner  but  he 
never  forgot  them.  Days  went  by,  but 
still  Moreau  persisted  in  his  efforts  to 
loosen  the  bricks  in  the  wall.  Then 
came  the  day  when  he  had  loosened 
enough  bricks  to  give  him  toe  holds  in 
the  wall  whenever  he  deemed  the  time 
ripe  to  escape.  He  became  a model 
prisoner,  he  did  his  work  well,  obeyed 
all  commands,  and  was  never  heard  to 
curse  again.  Slowly  but  surely  the 
watch  around  him  became  slack.  The 
time  had  come.  He  would  escape  the 
next  day. 

He  gathered  al!  of  his  money  before 
he  went  to  his  labors  in  the  morning. 
Then,  at  night  when  all  was  dark,  he 
slipped  outside  of  his  hut.  He  waited 
in  the  shadows  of  the  wall  until  he 
heard  the  footsteps  of  the  approach- 


ing sentry.  When  the  unsuspecting 
guard  came  directly  opposite  him,  he 
jumped.  His  lingers  gripped  the  neck 
of  the  sentry,  stifled  an  outcry  and 
pressed  steadily.  The  guard  fought 
desperately  to  release  himself  from 
those  clutching  death-giving  lingers, 
but  to  no  avail.  His  struggle  became 
weaker,  until  lie  finally  collapsed  in 
Moreau’s  arms. 

Moreau  cursed  the  unfortunate 
guard,  “Heat  me,  will  you?  Whip  me, 
eh?  Swine!”  and  then  he  savagely 
kicked  the  unconscious  sentry.  Kneel- 
ing over  the  body,  lie  took  everything 
of  worth,  the  gun  and  cartridges.  When 
lie  looked  around  and  was  assured  that 
no  one  had  noticed  him,  he  crept  to  the 
wa'.l  and  started  to  climb  over.  Slowly 
cautiously  he  climbed.  Just  as  he  had 
leached  the  top,  lie  heard  a sentry  yell 
ing,  “Stop,  stop,  or  I'll  shoot !” 

With  a curse,  Moreau  jumped  over 
the  top  and  ran  into  the  adjoining 
jungle.  As  he  ran,  he  heard  the  shrill 
whistle  of  the  siren.  He  ran  as  he  had 
never  run  before.  Tripping  in  the 
snarled  vines  and  thickets,  he  kept  on. 
Behind  him  he  heard  the  yapping  of 
the  bloodhounds,  the  excited  voices  of 
the  guards  who  were  joining  in  the 
chase.  He  turned  his  head  to  see  if 
the  pursuers  had  come  any  nearer  to 
him,  and  he  fell  into  a pool  of  stagnant 
and  smelly  water.  Floundering  out  of 
the  morass,  he  ran  on.  The  land  be- 
fore him  kept  rising,  and  it  became 
difficult  to  keep  climbing.  Behind  him 
the  hunters,  led  on  by  the  bloodhounds, 
had  come  into  view.  He  heard  the  hum 
of  bullets  as  they  whizzed  by  him.  Still 
he  ran  on.  Suddenly  he  stopped  short. 
He  had  come  to  the  end  of  the  land. 
Below  stretched  the  murky,  shark-in- 
fested waters.  Behind  him  came  the 
dogs  and  their  masters.  What  was  he 
to  do?  Was  all  this  for  nothing?  God. 
what  was  he  to  do? 
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Suddenly,  ana  without  warning,  tlie 
earth  upon  which  he  was  standing 
crumbled  beneath  him,  and  he  was 
flung  far  out  from  the  edge  of  the 
precipice.  Down,  down,  his  body  hurtled 
through  space  until  it  hit  the  water 
with  a resounding  smash.  Sharks,  at- 
tracted by  the  sudden  turmoil  of  the 
waters,  sped  towards  him. 


Up  above  on  the  cliff,  the  watchers 
heard  blood-curdling  screams.  One 
after  another  the  echoes  of  the  screams 
floated  up  to  them.  Then  there  was 
silence  down  there  in  the  dirty  waters. 
The  sharks  had  accounted  for  Gaston 
Moreau.  Devi’s  Island  had  claimed 
its  own. 


horror! 

By  Arthur  Cops  ox,  ’?>(> 


I do  not  know  why,  I do  not  know 
how,  but  1 found  myself  walking  along 
an  unfamiliar  street.  My  reason  and 
will  had  no  control.  The  night  was 
very  dark;  dim  street  lights  waveringly 
illuminated  small  areas  at  intervals  of 
one  hundred  yards.  Upon  approaching 
a huge,  dark  stone  building  which  was 
set  back  from  the  street,  1 felt  drawn 
forcefully  by  some  strong  magnetism 
toward  a small  pitch-black  opening  in 
the  masonry.  My  mind,  governed  by  the 
sense  of  fear,  told  me  to  turn  and  run, 
but  my  limbs  were  directed  by  some 
unseen  power. 

I came  to  the  threshold  of  the  open- 
ing and  stepped  into  the  black  interior. 
Suddenly  a firm  hand  grasped  my 
shoulder  and  pushed  me  toward  a stone 
wall.  I put  up  my  hand  to  avoid  a 
collision,  and  to  my  amazement,  the 
wall  parted.  I was  shoved  roughly  into 
a room  which  had  the  very  disagree- 
able odor  of  mildew  and  staleness.  As 
my  eyes  became  accustomed  to  the 
darkness,  I saw  a handle  on  the  wall 
before  me.  Seeking  to  be  relieved  of 
the  repugnant  atmosphere,  I pushed 
this  handle  with  a prayer  that  it  was 
attached  to  a door.  It  was,  and  I 
stepped  out  of  the  room.  Immediately 
things  began  to  happen  with  lightning 
swiftness. 

I slipped  and  slid  with  a terrifying 


and  breath-taking  speed  through  a 
pipe-like  tube.  Down,  down  I sped.  I 
had  no  time  to  think.  Fear,  a dreadful 
fear,  numbed  all  my  senses.  At  last, 
with  a surprising  abruptness,  I landed 
in  a small  room,  so  low  that  1 was 
unable  to  stand.  Silence.  And  then  I 
heard  a distant  rumb'e  which  seemed 
to  be  rolling  closer  and  closer.  It  grew 
in  intensity  and  seemed  to  enter  my 
little  prison  like  a powerful  gas.  It 
roared  and  reverberated,  making  my 
head  throb.  Greater  than  the  loudest 
explosion  and  as  constant  as  a water- 
fall, the  roar  made  me  feel  nauseated 
and  numb.  But  the  punishment  was 
unfinished.  The  noise  changed  to  a con- 
tinual shrieking,  which  was  so  terrify- 
ing that  I found  myself  moaning  with 
a terrible  fear.  The  noise  began  to 
decrease  in  intensity,  and  when  it 
no  longer  troubled  me  and  I was  able 
to  think  somewhat  clearly,  a dreadful, 
alarming  fear  assai'ed  me.  Perhaps  1 
was  deaf  as  a result  of  the  harrowing 
experience.  I took  from  a pocket  my 
jack-knife  and  began  to  pound  on  the 
floor  of  my  prison.  I could  hear  noth- 
ing. I felt  like  giving  expression  to  my 
grief,  but  I decided  it  would  help  me 
more  if  I could  get  out  of  the  awful 
chamber. 

1 crawled  around  and  noticed  a 
spot  on  the  oppsite  wall  which  seemel 
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somewhat  darker  than  its  surround- 
ings. I hurriedly  crawled  over  and  felt 
of  the  wall  at  that  point.  Sure  enough 
there  was  a place  a little  farther  from 
the  surface  of  the  wall.  My  hand 
struck  a very  small  button.  A thought 
of  freedom  in  my  mind,  1 pressed  the 
button  and  the  black  spot  swung  open, 
revealing  a round  opening  large  enough 
to  crawl  through. 

I entered  a dark  hall  and  saw  a 
light  ahead.  As  1 was  walking,  my  toe 
seemed  to  sink  a little  and  the  next 
instant  I was  transported  by  an 


elevator  to  a higher  level.  The  elevator 
became  tin*  floor  of  a chamber. 

The  room  was  quite  dark,  but  almost 
immediately  it  was  flooded  with  a 
blinding  light.  The  next  instant  it  be- 
came semi-dark  and  a terrifying  shape 
assumed  proportions  in  front  of  me. 
This  awful  apparition  was  indefinable. 

due  frightful,  gleaming  eye  glowed 
from  a deathlike  visage.  This  ghastly 
thing  moved  toward  me. 

Br  ing-  g-g.  The  apparition  vanished, 
my  senses  cleared  and  I looked  up  to 
see  my  alarm  clock  sending  forth  its 
daily  summons. 


&tt  Sir  ATopagc  to  jSflu  S^ork 

By  John  J.  McCormack,  ’36 


It  was  on  a cold,  wintry  morning 
last  year  that  1 was  working  on  a 
small  ship  of  the  type  known  as  a 
mono-coupe.  The  ship  had  been  built 
in  Lambert,  Mo.,  and  was  capable  of 
doing  160  to  170  m.p.h.  Its  cruising 
speed  ran  110  to  120  m.p.h.  It  had  a 
fuel  capacity  of  30  gallons  of  gasoline 
and  three  gallons  of  oil. 

The  owner  of  the  ship  arrived  earlier 
than  I had  expected  and  gave  orders 
to  put  the  ship  on  the  line.  I climbed 
in  and  started  her.  I pushed  the 
throttle  up,  and  she  was  soon  warm, 
the  beat  of  her  nine  cylinders  blend- 
ing in  perfect  rhythm.  The  owner 
climbed  into  the  ship,  gunned  the  mo- 
tor, and  headed  into  the  wind  to  be 
ready  for  a take-off.  His  feet  went 
hard  against  the  brakes,  and  he  revved 
the  motor  wide  open  for  a final  check. 
The  hand  on  the  tachometer  crept  up 
to  1750  r.p.m.,  and  all  was  ready,  lie 
switched  his  feet  from  the  brakes  to 
the  rudder  pedals,  gunned  the  motor, 
and  shoved  the  stick  forward.  We  were 
rolling  down  the  field,  with  the  air- 
speed indicator  reading  75  m.p.h.  As 
he  drew  the  stick  back,  we  left  the 
ground. 


A straight  line  course  was  set  for 
Xew  Haven.  After  an  hour  of  the 
roughest  flying  I have  ever  experienced 
we  sighted  New  Haven.  After  heading 
out  over  Long  Ilsand  Sound  where  the 
course  was  much  smoother,  we  passed 
over  the  factory  of  Pratt  & Whitney, 
the  home  of  the  famous  Wasp  and  Hor- 
net motor  manufacturers.  Soon  after 
that  we  flew  over  Bridgeport,  where 
the  famous  Pan-American  clipper  ships 
are  turned  out  by  Sikorsky.  We  were 
at  an  altitude  of  2500  feet  over  the 
Sound  and  approaching  the  city.  The 
pilot  began  to  side-slip  the  ship  in  or- 
der to  kill  our  flying  speed.  As  we 
were  to  land  at  North  Beach  Airport 
in  Flushing,  N.  Y.  we  circled  over  the 
city  and  landed. 

After  lunch  we  returned  to  the  air- 
port and  started  for  home.  We  made 
the  trip  to  New  York  in  one  hour  and 
fifty-five  minutes,  encountering  a 20- 
mile  an  hour  head  wind.  The  voyage 
back  was  made  in  one  hour  and  thirty 
minutes  with  the  help  of  a good  tail 
wind.  It  was  a good  trip,  and  we  both 
enjoyed  it. 
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CHEMISTRY  CLUB 


The  Chemistry  Club  has  already 
made  a trip  to  the  plant  of  the  Arthur 
I).  Little  Co.  in  Cambridge,  where  they 
saw  laboratory  apparatus  and  dem- 
onstrations. All  boys  interested  in 
chemistry  are  invited  to  join.  Meet- 
ings are  held  Tuesdays  in  Room  343. 
Mr.  Card  is  Faculty  Adviser. 


AVIATION  CLUB 
The  Aviation  Club,  composed  of 
about  forty-five  members  under  the  di- 
rection of  Mr.  Peacock,  has  begun  its 
activities.  The  officers  for  the  ensuing 
year  are: 

Commander  William  Shea 

Vice-Commander . .Deane  S.  Peacock 
Secretary  ....Thomas  E.  McCarthy 

Treasurer Daniel  Connors 

The  club  meets  every  Thursday  in 
Room  149.  Among  the  speakers  who 
have  addressed  the  club  this  year  are 
Mr.  Hall,  director  of  the  Junior  Avia- 
tion League,  who  spoke  on  “Organizing 
Aviation  Clubs,”  and  Mr.  Ross,  of  the 
Junior  Birdmen  of  American,  whose 
subject  was  “The  National  Glider  Meets 
at  Elmira,  N.  Y.”  All  boys  interested 
in  aviation  are  urged  to  join  this  club. 


DEBATING  CLUB 
The  Debating  Club  has  started  its 
second  year,  under  the  direction  of  Mr. 
Moloney  of  the  History  Department. 
An  Interscholastic  Debating  League 
is  planned  by  the  Boston  high  scehools. 
The  club  is  composed  of  twenty- five 
members.  From  this  number  there  will 


be  selected  three  teams  of  three  boys 
each.  In  January  the  team  will  debate 
with  Boston  Latin  School  at  Latin  on 
“Shall  Congress  Be  Given  Power  to 
Override  Supreme  Court  Decisions  by 
Two-Thirds  Vote? 

All  boys  who  are  interested  and  be- 
lieve they  have  the  necessary  talent 
should  see  Mr.  Maloney  in  Room  201. 
The  Debating  Team  should  be  sup- 
ported with  just  as  much  zeal  as  any 
of  the  athletic  teams. 


CURRENT  EVENTS  CLUB 
The  Current  Events  Club,  under  the 
direction  of  Mr.  Phelps  of  the  History 
Department,  lias  elected  the  following 
boys  as  officers: 

President  Frederick  W.  Dow 

Vice-President. . .James  L.  McHenry 

Secretary  Francis  Archibald 

This  club,  meeting  in  Room  151, 
plans  programs  that  will  interest  every 
E.  H.  S.  boy,  and  especially  those  boys 
taking  American  History.  Many  in- 
teresting topics,  such  as  the  “1930  Elec- 
tions,” have  already  been  discussed, 
and  this  club  should  prove  to  be  the 
most  successful  group  in  the  school. 
Prospective  members  and  visitors  are 
invited  to  attend. 


MATH  CLUB 

Once  again  the  Math  Club,  under  the 
supervision  of  Mr.  Lundiu,  is  interest- 
ing itself  in  the  many  various  mathe- 
matical projects.  This  “Brain  Trust” 
is  composed  entirely  of  seniors  who 
undertake  such  propects  as  construct- 
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irg  a vernier,  demonstrating  the  use 
of  the  slide  rule,  and  other  mathemati 
cal  “mysteries.”  The  newly-elected  of 
fleers  are: 

President  Stanley  J.  Ebb 

Vice-President Arnold  Arch 

Secretary-Treas...  .Sidney  Heimberg 

Later  in  the  year  the  junior  class 
members  will  be  initiated  into  the  club 
for  next  year’s  membership. 


CLASS  OF  '36  VIEWS  MOVIES 
The  1933  English-Latin  game  was 
replayed  on  our  own  silver  screen  to 
the  joy  of  an  enthusiastic  senior  class 
on  November  21.  Head  Master  Dow 
ney  introduced  the  class  president. 
Charles  J.  McPhail.  Mr.  Barrows  led 
the  class  in  football  songs,  and  incited 
the  boys  to  sing  with  such  gusto  that 
Harvard  complained  they  were  record- 
ing earthquakes. 


® Ije  (greater  Cotnmanb 

A.  F.  McDermott 


The  gray  chill  of  a winter  sunset 
threw  a masking  pallor  over  the  grim 
faces  that  peered  across  the  snow- 
swept  waste.  High  - banked  parapets 
hid  the  confusion  of  preparation.  Eas- 
ily accessible  ammunition  was  stacked 
in  readiness  as  the  word  was  passed — 
an  attack  was  planned! 

Dusk  crept  after  the  slowly  retreat- 
ing sun,  smothering  the  last  rays  of 
the  beaten  gladiator,  shrouding  ditches, 
and  throwing  the  mantle  of  night  over 
h ard- fought  ground. 

Countless  tracks  and  hollowed  snow 
offered  mute  testimony  of  former  skir- 
mishes. Time  after  time,  American 
youth  had  swept  forward  through  a 
blinding  barrage,  only  to  be  thrown 
back  at  the  enemy  barricades.  Bodies 
flinched  as  savage  impact  told  of  a 
hit.  Weary,  they  had  responded  nobly 
as  advancing  lines  warned  of  a coun- 
ter-attack. 

Now  the  sun  had  set.  The  last  rays 
had  stolen  across  the  distant  horizon ; 
and  with  the  night,  a deadly  quiet  de- 
scended upon  the  front.  Commanders 
passed  from  man  to  man  with  a word 
of  praise  here  and  there,  and  faces 
turned  into  the  surrounding  darkness 
— waiting  the  call.  The  fleeting  sec- 


onds carried  the  picture  of  many  a 
mother  and  dad  and  caused  a twinge 
in  many  a heart  as  they  prepared  for 
a final  forward  surge.  Aching  bodies 
tensed  eagerly,  impatiently  waiting  the 
command.  Busy  hands  arranged  vi- 
tal ammunition,  pulled  at  helmets, 
rubbed  hands  together  for  warmth. 
Restlessly  they  moved  about,  necessi 
tating  commands  of  “Quiet !”  delivered 
in  an  undertone. 

A shrill  whistle  pierced  the  stillness 
— the  time  had  come!  Bodies  lunged 
over  and  up  and  stumbled  on.  They 
stumbled  and  fell  as  missiles  shattered 
the  ragged  line.  Shrill  cries  ripped 
from  burning  throats.  Lungs  labored, 
supplying  life-giving  oxygen.  Eyes 
sparkled  as,  with  their  goal  in  sight, 
a final  surging  rush  brought  the  two 
forces  into  a hand-to-hand  struggle. 

Then  the  dreaded  cry,  mounting  in 
crescendo,  cut  through  the  night  air, 
rose  above  the  battle  sound,  and  stilled 
the  combatants.  Their  quarrel  forgot- 
ten, friend  and  foe  stood  silently  to- 
gether as,  slowly,  one  of  their  number 
moved  away  into  the  night.  Helplessly 
they  stood  silently  rebelling  as  the  echo 
rang  in  every  ear: 

“Jimmeeee — time  for  supperrrr!” 
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001  Abdelahad,  Leo 
Auflero,  Americo 
101  Antaramian,  J.  P. 

Arch,  Arnold 
Aveni,  Ben  C. 

103  Connor,  Joseph  T. 
Copson,  D.  Aithur 

104  Dana,  Jacob 

Dow,  Frederick  W. 

105  Fallon,  L.  J. 

Fine,  William 
Fink,  Milton 
Finnegan,  Gerard  F. 
Fowler,  E.  J. 

106  Geraigery,  Ernest 

107  Heimberg,  S. 
Kingsbury,  Jackson 
Kajander,  A.  J. 

108  Kendall,  Julius 
Lord,  Richa’ d E. 

110  Mitchell,  John  F. 

Monahan,  Joseph  M. 
Mykytow,  Milton 
Novello,  Russell 
111a  Perito,  Paul 

-Perkins,  Clement 
Policronis,  Antonio  G. 
111b  Reale,  Richard  T. 
Rosen,  Samuel 

203  Zarella,  Anthony  G. 

204  Sciccitano,  Joseph  A. 
Shephard,  W.  A. 
Sherman,  Nathan 
Silverman,  H.  B. 

205  Tobin,  Rubin 
Travers,  H.  C. 

206  Vallee,  Osrar  W. 

Wax,  Benjamin 
Wight,  Allistei'  R. 
Yukes,  Kenneth  L. 

207  Arakelian,  Charles  H. 
Avalsian,  Ounig 

208  Bryson,  Charles 
Buker,  Crawford  H. 

209  Cannava,  Angelo  M. 

210  Coune,  Thomas  B. 
Crimmins,  John  H. 

060  Biggins,  Frederick  M. 
Birnbaum,  Herbert 
Bodner,  Walter 
149a  Austin,  George 
Begley,  James  J. 
Bielawski,  E. 
Buchanan,  Stanley  M. 
149b  Byron,  James 

Carson,  Robert  J. 
Clune,  James  P. 

150a  Daniszewski,  Lorgin 
150b  Boleslav,  Erikson 


Fiore,  John  M. 

150c  Fortuna,  Feter 
Germana,  Albert 
Goldman,  Stanley  S. 

151  Hasson,  John  F’. 

Hill,  John  J. 

152  Kenney,  Leo  F. 

Lavin,  Joseph 
Lawrence,  Leonard 
McCallum,  James 

153  McHugh,  Thomas 

154  O’Reilly,  Wil’iam 

155  O’Sullivan,  Edward  P. 
Pagliarulo,  Emil 
Pearson,  Thomas  M. 
Raiklen,  Matthew  A. 

156  Sadowski,  Thaddeus  P. 

157  White,  Charles  A. 

159  Cavanaugh,  Maurice  L. 
Ch'udzinski,  Edward  J. 
Coconis,  Thomas  C. 
Colello,  Frank 

160  D’Amb  onis,  Frank  A. 
230a  DeLuca,  Anthony  J. 

DeLuca,  Robert  A. 
Del-Visco,  T.  M. 
DiFrancesco,  F. 
Donovan.  John 

252  Fishman,  Irving 
Franco,  Salvatore 
Freedman,  Sumner 

253  Gesner,  Benn-tt  S. 
Gillooly,  Richard 
Goldstein,  Milton 
Golub,  Burton 

254  Haboush,  George  S. 

211b  Doherty,  Paul  L. 

231b  Glasiev,  Winthrop  L. 

Golder,  Melvin 
Gray,  Irving 
301  Helfenbaum,  Ralph 
Heuston,  Joseph  F. 

303a  Klaman,  Solomon 

Kozloski,  Wil'iam  A. 
303b  Lipsitz,  Theodore  I. 

Lopez,  Albert  F. 

306b  Michaelson,  Louis  J. 
309a  Raslrauskas,  Algird  J. 
309b  Regan,  Charles  H. 

Richmond,  Herbert  B. 
310  Rubinovitz,  Julius 
311a  Simon,  Alfred  I. 

Slavet,  Joseph 
311b  Smith,  Albert  A. 

Spaulding,  Sherman  P. 
312  Taylor,  Robert  D. 
Tucker,  Nathaniel 
Tuveson,  Fred  H. 
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ENGLISH  26,  DORCHESTER  6 

Tlie  stalwart  sons  of  the  old  Blue 
and  Blue  defeated  a fighting  Dorches- 
ter team  in  the  most  thrilling  game 
of  the  season  by  taking  advantage  of 
all  the  breaks  to  win,  20  to  0. 

English  received  the  kick-off  ; and  on 
the  first  down,  Johnny  Powers  got  off 
a beautiful  quick-kick  that  rolled  to 
the  Dorchester  4-yard  line.  Dorchester 
returned  the  kick,  and  Joliinny  ran  it 
back  10  yards. 

Tom  Powers,  our  able  quarterback, 
decided  to  take  to  the  air.  Leahy  tossed 
a long  pass  to  MePhail  which  was  com- 
pleted through  an  interference  penalty, 
thus  putting  the  ball  on  the  Dorches- 
ter 20-yard  line. 

The  Powers  brothers  banged  ihe 
Dorchester  line  till  Tom  blasted  across 
for  the  touchdown.  Mantos  failed  to 
convert.  E.  H.  S.-0,  D.  H.  S.-0. 

English  kicked  off,  and  McHugh 
brought  the  ball  in  to  his  own  40-yard 
stripe.  Dorchester  tried  to  quick-kick 
in  vain,  for  Johnny  Powers  was  right 
under  it.  lie  carried  the  ball  20  yards 
to  his  own  25.  Then  t he  whistle  blew 
for  the  quarter. 

Starting  the  second  quarter,  Freddie 
Leahy  and  Tom  Powers  carried  the 
ball  to  the  Dorchester  20,  only  to  lose 
it  on  a fumble.  Dorchester  received 
a 15-yard  major  penalty  and  had  to 
kick. 

Behind  marvelous  blocking,  Johnny 


Powers  dodged  and  twisted  35  yards 
to  the  Dorchester  6-yard  marker.  IIow- 
over,  the  English  team  failed  to  click; 
and  after  losing  ground,  Mantos  at- 
tempted a field  goal.  The  Dorchester 
lire  broke  through  and  blocked  the 
kick.  A Red  and  Black  end  scooped 
u ] » the  ball  and  sprinted  70  yards  to 
score,  while  the  English  backs  stood 
around  and  watched.  The  score  stood, 
E.  II.  S.-6,  D.  II.  S.-6. 

English  again  threatened  to  score  in 
this  period.  There  was  plenty  of  time 
to  play  and  English  had  a far  supe- 
rior running  attack;  but  again  the  boys 
went  air-minded  on  the  first  down,  deep 
in  Dorchester  territory,  tossing  four 
incomplete  passes.  The  end  of  the  half 
prevented  further  scoring. 

The  second  half  opened  tamely;  hut 
after  an  exchange  of  kicks,  English  put 
on  a march.  The  line  opened  holes,  the 
backs  had  plenty  of  power  and  speed, 
but  when  yards  meant  victory  the  at- 
tack stalled  completely. 

The  fourth  quarter  provided  more 
thrills  than  a trapeze  act.  A fast,  de- 
ceptive E.  II.  S.  attack  was  stopped 
when  Dorchester  intercepted  a pass. 
The  English  line  broke  through  time 
after  time  and  smothered  their  attack 
completely. 

Johnny  Powers  made  another  sensa- 
tional runbaek  of  the  Dorchester  punt, 
traveling  25  yards  to  the  Red  and 
Black  35.  English  fumbled  and  Dor- 
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Chester  recovered.  On  the  first  play, 
Dorchester  hit  left  tackle.  The  ball 
carrier  was  hit  so  hard  he  fumbled, 
and  Barry  scooped  it  out  of  the  air. 
Completely  surrounded  by  English 
gridsters,  lie  scored  easily.  “Moose” 
Mai:tos  converted.  E.  11.  S.-13,  D.  11. 
S-.C.  At  this  point  in  the  game  victory 
was  assured.  Final  score  28-6. 

The  line-up  follows: 

ENGLISH  DORCHESTER 

Bairy,  le  re,  Koffman 

Daly  (John),  It rt,  Daley  (D.) 

Mantos,  lg  rg,  Ross 

Ryan,  c c,  Su'livan  (Conrad) 

Jim  Daley,  lg  rg,  Bloom 

Costello,  rt  It,  McNulty  (Haugh) 

McPhail  (Connolly),  re 

le,  Nazzaro  (Chisholm) 
Tom  Powers  (Williams)  qb 

qb,  Alexander  (Webber) 
Ahern  (Cuddy,  Sullivan),  lhb 

rhb,  Murphy  (Spaulding) 

Leahy,  rhb  lhb,  Crocher 

John  Fowers  (Cuddy),  fb 

fb,  Brady  (McHugh) 


ENGLISH  7,  MEMORIAL  0 

Coach  Ohrenberger’s  gridsters  eked 
out  a 7-0  victory  over  a powerful  Memo- 
rial team.  The  Blue  and  Blue  gar- 
nered the  winning  margin  in  the  sec- 
ond period. 

The  first  quarter  was  lacking  in 
thrills,  as  neither  team  was  able  to 
make  a substantial  gain.  Memorial 
made  a first  down  when  O’Ginsky  ran 
10  yards,  but  English  tightened  and 
prevented  further  gains.  After  an  ex- 
change of  kicks,  Memorial  fumbled  and 
Ducky  Ryan  recovered  on  the  49-yard 
line.  On  the  next  play,  Leahy  raced 
through  a hole  on  the  right  side  of 
the  line,  picked  up  McPhail,  who 
blocked  two  green  jersied  backs,  and 
reversed  his  field  to  score.  Mantos 
converted.  E.  H.  S.-7,  M.  II.  S.-0. 

To  open  the  third  period,  Memorial 
kicked  off  to  Powers.  Leahy  kicked 
to  the  Green  5-yard  line.  Cooke’s  re- 
turn reached  the  18-yard  marker.  Eng- 
lish failed  to  gain  on  running  plays, 
and  Mantos  tried  a placement  kick 


from  a difficult  angle,  but  missed.  The 
period  ended  without  further  play. 

An  English  fumble  was  recovered 
by  Memorial  on  the  Blue  43-yard  line. 
Memorial  completed  a 13-yard  pass, 
but  the  gain  was  illegal  as  the  passer 
was  not  five  yards  behind  the  line  of 
scrimmage.  The  Green  Shirts  kicked 
offside  to  the  English  2-yard  line.  Eng- 
lish kicked  out  to  the  30-yard  stripe, 
only  to  lose  5 yards  on  an  offside  pen- 
alty. The  Roxbury  team  made  a first 
down  to  the  20-yard  line.  A forward 
pass  to  the  12-yard  line  set  English 
back  on  her  heels  for  the  first  time 
this  season.  It  was  then  that  English 
showed  her  championship  quality,  hold- 
ing the  invaders  for  four  downs,  driv- 
ing them  back  five  yards.  Then  with 
Leahy,  Cuddy,  and  Williams  carrying, 
English  made  one  first  down  before  the 
game  ended.  The  line-up  follows: 


ENGLISH  MEMORIAL 


Barry,  le  

Jim  Daly,  It  . . 

Costello,  lg  . . . 

Ryan,  c 

. .c,  Michaels 

Mantos,  rg  ... 

..lg,  Hooley 

.1.  Daley,  rt  . . . 

McPhail,  re  . . 

.le,  Johnson 

T.  Powers,  qb  . 

qb,  O’Ginsky 

J.  Powers,  lhb 

.rhb,  Croatti 

Leahy,  rhb  . . . . 

Ahearn,  fb  . . . . 

English 

. . . 0 

7 

0 0—7 

Touchdown  — 

Leahy. 

Point 

after  touch- 

down — Mantos. 

Substitutions 

: English  — 

it,  Spinnelli;  qb,  Williams;  lhb,  Cuddy,  Sul- 
livan; fb,  Sullivan.  Memorial — rg,  Ostrov; 
c,  Searamelli;  lg,  Hanley;  rhb,  Cohen.  Ref- 
eree— Samboski.  Umpire — Pleciennik.  Hd. 
Linesman — Finnigan.  Time  — : Four  10-min- 
ute  periods. 

ENGLISH  33,  COMMERCE  0 

The  Blue  and  Blue  team  buried  the 
Commerce  team  under  an  avalanche  of 
touchdowns.  The  game  opened  with 
a bang,  and  English  soon  demonstrated 
its  superiority.  Commerce  opened  up 
with  a long  runback  of  the  opening 
kick-off.  A few  rip-roaring  line  bucks 
and  a deceptive  lateral  put  them  in 
a position  to  score. 

Then  fate  gave  English  a break,  for 
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Commerce  was  penalized  15  yards  and 
her  great  offensive  charge  went  to 
pieces.  English  looked  like  a truly 
great  team  as  she  advanced  the  ball 
down  the  held  10  and  20  yards  at  a 
time.  Tlie  team  worked  as  a unit,  with 
Joe  Ahearn  runnirg  up  the  first  score. 
Mailtos  converted.  E.  H.  S.-7,  H.  &. 
C.-0. 

Commerce  punted  after  the  kick-off. 
John  Powers  gathered  it  in  and  again 
the  English  machine  swept  down  the 
held.  Ahearn  again  scored  and  Mail- 
tos kicked  the  point.  E.  H.  S.-14,  H. 
S.  C.-0. 

The  Blue  and  Blue  scored  their  third 
touchdown  in  the  early  part  of  the  sec- 
ond quarter  when  Leahy  swept  right 
end  to  score.  Mantos  delivered  the  ex- 
tra point  as  usual.  E.  II.  S.-21,  H. 

S.  C.-0. 

The  third  team  replaced  the  second 
and  lost  their  first  chance  to  score 
through  a holding  penalty.  Sheehan 
and  Stewart  stood  out  in  the  backheld. 
Ryan  had  to  go  back  into  the  game 
when  the  third-string  center  was  hurt. 
Ducky  intercepted  a pass  and  ran  40 
yards  for  the  final  score.  Tom  Powers 
went  in  to  save  the  ball.  The  final  con- 
version was  not  attempted.  E.  n.  S.- 
33,  II.  S.  C.-0.  The  line-up  follows : 

ENGLISH  COMMERCE 

Barry  (Sakowicz,  McGinn,  O’Connor),  le 

re,  W.  Aliearu  (Litch,  Moss) 
Daly  (Spinelli,  Maloof),  It 

rt,  McCaithy  (Connolly,  Rhue) 
Costello  (Donovan,  McLaughlin,  Bell),  lg 

rg,  Logan  (Thornton,  Connors) 
Ryan  (Ready,  Galvin),  c 

c,  Brinkert  (Pacuk) 
Mantos  (Maloof,  DiDomenico),  rg 

lg,  Pendergast  (Bromberg,  Kanopela) 
Daley  (Turinsky,  Manning,  Gallagher),  rt 
It,  Zaslaw  (Coleman,  Brennan) 
McPhail  (Deegan,  Olson),  re 

le,  J.  McGrath  (Nazzaro) 

T.  Powers  (Cuddy,  Haggerty,  Rizzo),  llib 

rhb,  J.  Harrington  (Curtis,  Pontin) 
Leahy  (Sul  ivan,  LaRosa),  rhb 

lhb,  G.ange  (Coughlin,  Pontin,  Me- 
Tiernan) 

J.  Ahearn  Couhig,  Sheehan),  fb 

fb.  Curtis  (Bucklsy,  H.  Harrington, 
Wolfe). 


English 7 14  0 12 — 33 

Touchdowns — J.  Ahearn  (2),  Leahy,  J. 
Sullivan,  Ryan.  Points  after  touchdown — 
Mantos  (3).  Referee — Mooney.  Umpire — 
Birmingham.  Linesman — Dunn.  Field  judge 
— Doherty.  Time — 4 10-minute  psriods. 


ENGLISH  14,  LATIN  0 

On  Thanksgiving  morning,  a hard- 
fighting  Latin  School  eleven  went  down 
to  defeat  under  the  onslaught  of  the 
Blue  Thunderbolt.  It  was  a hard, 
clean  game,  and  Latin  didn’t  give  up 
until  t lie  final  whistle  blew.  A crowd 
of  22,000  watched  the  fracas. 

Captain  McPhail  won  the  toss  and 
elected  to  kick.  Mantos  booted  a roller 
to  the  Latin  10-yard  marker.  After 
two  ineffectual  running  plays,  Barry 
flopped  on  a fumble  on  the  Latin  17- 
yard  line.  Freddie  Leahy  flipped  a 
short  pass  to  McPhail  and  English  was 
in  a position  to  score.  Tom  Powers 
battered  his  way  through  the  line  for 
the  touchdown.  As  usual,  Mantos  con- 
verted the  try-point  with  his  noted 
placement  kick. 

The  gallant  Latin  team  fought  off 
the  English  attack  for  the  rest  of  the 
half,  and  the  score  stood,  E.  H.  S.-7, 
P.  L.  S.-0. 

In  the  third  period,  English  put  on 
another  march.  Leahy  threw  a pass 
to  McPhail,  who  lateraled  to  Johnny 
Powers.  With  the  redhead  as  inter- 
ference, Johnny  put  on  the  steam  and 
galloped  up  the  sideline  until  he  was 
forced  outside  on  the  Latin  30-yard 
line.  Mantos  attempted  a placement 
from  a difficult  angle,  which  rolled  off- 
side on  the  Latin  one-yard  line. 

Latin  kicked  out  to  the  30  yard 
marker.  Leahy  chucked  another  over- 
center pass  to  McPhail  to  the  20-yard 
stripe.  From  the  14-yard  line  the  same 
pass  was  attempted,  but  Brodie  Bjork- 
lund,  alert  Latin  fullback,  intercepted 
on  his  own  11-yard  line.  Gorman  sent 
back  a soaring  punt  that  rolled  to  the 
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English  27.  Leahy  kicked  a bounder 
hack  that  passed  over  the  goal  line; 
and  once  more  Latin  was  on  its  20- 
yard  line,  this  time  kicking  out  past 
midfield. 

English  once  more  took  to  the  air 
and  Leahy  tossed  a beautiful  pass  to 
•Toe  Ahearn,  who  caught  it  on  the  Latin 
20  and  ragged  his  way  to  the  5-yard 
marker,  where  Bjorklund  hauled  him 
down  to  prevent  a score.  This  ended 
the  quarter,  with  the  score  still  Eng- 
lish 7,  Latin  0. 

Latin  seemed  to  be  imbued  with  a 
new  fighting  spirit,  for  she  held  like 
a stone  wall.  On  the  first  play,  Tom 
Powers  was  spilled  for  a two-yard  loss. 
Johnny  Powers  galloped  around  right 
end  and  cut  in,  but  he  was  offside  on 
the  4-yard  stripe.  He  belted  to  the 
two-yard  stripe,  but  an  offside  penalty 
of  five  yards  was  tacked  on  to  Eng- 
lish. Leahy  tried  to  pass  but  was 
dumped  lor  a loss  on  the  15-yard  line. 
Latin  smeared  the  next  pass  and  took 
the  ball  on  downs.  Leahy  ran  Gor- 
man's kick  back  for  ten  yards  to  the 
Latin  45,  where  English  began  another 
march.  Barry  scared  a pass  from  Jos 
Ahearn  on  the  Latin  19.  Tom  Powers 
went  for  eight  and  Ahearn  landed  on 
the  8-yard  line.  Ahearn  threw  a pass 
to  Leahy,  but  Freddie  was  traveling 
so  fast  that  he  dropped  the  ball.  An- 
other pass  to  the  end  zone  was  ground- 
ed and  Latin  took  the  ball  on  her  own 
20. 

Latin  tried  to  rush  for  a first  down, 
with  only  feet  to  go,  but  English  piled 
them  lip  and  took  the  ball  on  downs 
on  the  Latin  20-yard  line.  Leahy  was 
dumped  for  a 7-yard  loss.  Barry  again 
took  a flat  pass  far  out  on  the  left 
and  landed  with  a first  down  on  the 
18-yard  line.  Captain  Tally  of  Latin 
was  injured  in  the  pile-up  and  was 
yanked.  English  took  a swing  at  his 
end,  and  Leahy  was  forced  out  on  the 


4-yard  lire.  Tom  Powers  belted  the 
left  of  center  for  a touchdown,  and 
again  Mantos  booted  the  placement  to 
make  it  14  to  0. 

Latin  opened  up  a passing  attack 
with  Walsh  flipping.  “Doc”  McVcy 
nailed  two  of  his  passes  to  advance 
the  ball  to  the  English  38.  Gorman 
took  the  next  to  the  20.  Bjorklund 
pulled  in  Walsh’s  next  toss  and  landed 
on  the  8-yard  line.  Cuddy  of  English 
nailed  the  ball-carrier  on  the  next  play 
to  whitewash  Latin.  The  whistle  blew 
and  the  Latin  drive  was  over. 

The  Latin  team  was  outstanding  for 
its  hard,  clean  playing,  and  the  Blue 
and  Blue  had  to  extend  itself  to  the 
utmost  in  order  to  win.  J.  E.  P. 


HIGHLIGHTS  OF  THE  GAME 
The  English  rooters  were  in  accord 
with  the  boys  from  Latin  School  at 
least  once  . . . They  joined  in  cheer- 
ing Capt.  Kedmond  Tally  of  Latin  for 
his  fine  playing  and  sportsmanship. 


Tom  Powers  certainly  proved  an  able 
field  general  . . . He  took  no  unneces- 
sary  chances  and  took  advantage  of 
every  break. 


Johnny  McLaughlin  again  demon- 
strated his  running  ability  by  leading 
the  pack  to  the  bench  . . . Johnny 
hasn’t  lost  that  race  all  year. 


Johnny  Powers  gave  the  crowd  its 
biggest  thrill  on  his  50-yard  jaunt  up 
the  sidelines. 


Jack  Daly,  our  powerful  right  tackle, 
was  elected  captain  of  next  year's  team 
. . . Good  luck,  Jack!  May  you  have 
as  successful  a season  as  Charley  Mc- 
Phail ! 


The  Leahy-MePhail  and  Leahy-Barry 
combinations  were  certainly  clicking! 
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. . . Joe  Ahearn  also  flipped  a couple 
of  lovely  passes. 


Brodie  Bjorklund  and  Doc  McVey 
were  outstanding  for  Latin  . . .Joe 
Finklestein  and  Capt.  Tully  made  a 
pair  of  fine  ends  . . . Ed  Walsh  could 
have  landed  his  passes  on  a dime.  He 
is  some  sharp-shooter ! 


Before  the  game,  “Moose'’  Mantos 
gave  the  crowd  a treat  when  he  hooted 
14  placements  between  the  posts  in 
succession  from  varying  points  on  the 
field.  When  he  missed  the  17th,  Coach 
Olirenberger  had  him  quit  in  order  that 
he  might  not  become  stale. 

J.  E.  P. 


CONGRATULATION, S'  TO — 

Coach  Olirenberger  for  moulding  a 
perfect  team. 

Tom  Powers  for  his  rare  judgment 
of  plays. 

Fred  Leahy,  whose  passes  were  a big 
factor  in  the  triumph. 

Joe  Ahearn,  whose  work  on  either 
end  of  a pass  was  highly  commendable. 

John  Powers  for  his  extraordinary 
work  in  the  safety  position. 

Ends  Barry  and  McPhail,  who 
stopped  many  a runback  almost  be- 
fore it  started. 

Again  to  McPhail,  whose  inspired 
leadership  led  the  boys  to  a rightful 
victory. 

George  Ryan,  whose  work  offensively 
as  well  as  defensively  was  beyond  re- 
proach. 

“Moose”  Mantos,  whose  foot,  as 
usual,  was  a crowning  point  in  the  vic- 
tory. 

Jack  Daly,  for  the  new  honor  be- 
stowed upon  him. 

Jim  Daley  and  Ed  Costello,  for  their 
remarkable  line  play. 

The  scrubs,  who  helped  build  this 
remarkable  team. 


Manager  Jim  Supple,  for  his  skillful 
management  . . . 

And  to  Mr.  Downey — the  man  who 
made  it  all  possible!  R.  U.  B. 


Scrambled  Radio  News 
The  wife  asked  hubby  to  copy  the 
radio  recipe.  There  were  two  stations 
on  at  once — the  morning  recipes  and 
the  morning  exercises.  This  is  what 
he  got:  Hands  on  hips,  place  one  cup 
of  Hour  on  shoulders,  raise  knees  and 
depress  toes,  and  wash  out  thoroughly 
in  one-half  cup  of  milk.  In  four  counts 
raise  the  lower  legs  and  mash  two  hard 
boiled  eggs  in  a sieve;  repeat  three 
times.  Inhale  one-half  teaspoon  of 
baking  powder  and  one  cup  of  flour. 
Breathe  naturally.  Exhale  and  sift. 
Attention!  Jump  to  a squatting  posi- 
tion, bend  white  of  an  egg  backward 
and  forward  over  head  and  in  four 
counts  make  a stiff  dough  that  will 
roll  into  a marble  the  size  of  a wal- 
nut. Hop  to  a standstill  in  boiling 
water,  but  do  not  boil  into  a gallop. 
In  ten  minutes  remove  from  fire  and 
dress  in  warm  flannels,  and  serve  with 
soup  and  fish.  Goodbye,  everyone,  till 
tomorrow  at  this  same  time  over  the 
same  station. 

* * # 

Danger  Was  Sweet 
Heroic  Star:  I'm  tired  of  breakneck 
stunts.  Haven’t  you  another  part  for 
me? 

Director:  Nothing  but  a lover’s  part 
— opposite  your  wife. 

Heroic  Star : Lead  me  back  to  the 
cliff ! 

**  * * 

A Good  Suggestion 
“Say,  have  you  spotted  the  man  who 
stole  your  car  yet?” 

“No,  I’m  still  looking  for  him.” 
“Why  don't  you  wait  until  he  puts 
on  some  new  tires?” 
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Absent-minded  Parachute  Jumper 

Did  you  hear  about  the  absent-mind- 
ed parachute  jumper  who  jumped  from 
an  airplane  and  did  not  open  the  para- 
chute because  it  wasn’t  raining. 

* * * 

Teacher:  Johnny,  what  is  a hypo- 
crite? 

Johnny:  A boy  wot  comes  to  school 
wid  a smile  on  his  face! 

* * * 

Albert : Father,  when  has  a man 

horse  sense? 

Father : When  he  can  say  “nay,”  my 
son. 

* * 

School  Examiner:  What  is  the  mean- 
ing of  false  doctrine? 

Schoolboy:  Please,  sir,  it’s  when  the 
doctor  gives  the  wrong  stuff  to  people 
that  are  sick ! 


Teacher:  What  is  a synonym? 

John : A synonym  is  a word  you  use 
when  you  can’t  spell  the  other! 

-X-  * * 

Wanted — Another  Number! 

Indignant  Party  (to  E.  H.  S.  Oper- 
ator) : Hello!  Office?  Can  you  suggest 
the  wrong  number  to  ask  for  in  order 
to  get  Commonwealth  63S0? 

-X-  * * 

George’s  Girl : What  is  it  that  keeps 
the  moon  from  falling? 

George:  It  must  be  the  beams! 

-X-  * 

Examining  Admiral  (to  naval  candi- 
date) : Now  mention  three  great  ad- 
mirals. 

Candidate:  Drake,  Nelson,  and  — I 
didn't  quite  catch  your  name ! 
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. . . And  how  about  the  Scotchman 
who  married  the  half-witted  girl  be- 
cause she  was  50  per  cent  off? 

* * * 

Strategy  Before  The  Prom 
“Hello,  Tom,  are  you  using  your 
skates  Friday  night?” 

“I'm  afraid  I am.” 

“Great!  Then  you  won't  mind  loan- 
ing me  your  tux !” 
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Boston’s  Finest  Rental  Department 
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FOR  HIGH 
SCHOOL  MEN 
ALONE 

Kennedy’s  Under-Grad  Shop  is  designed  to 
serve  and  satisfy  high  school  men  who  want 
and  demand  the  correct  new  fashions  attract- 
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In  the  Long  Run 

you  and  your  friends  will  prize  the 
portrait  that  looks  like  you  — your 
truest  self,  free  from  stage  effects  and 
little  conceits. 

It  is  in  this  ‘‘long  run”  photography 
that  PURDY  success  has  been  Avon. 

Portraiture  by  the  camera  that  one 
cannot  laugh  at  or  cry  over  in  later 
years. 

For  present  pleasure  and  future  pride 
protect  your  photographic  self  by  hav- 
ing PURDY  make  the  portraits. 

PLEASING  PORTRAITS! 

PROMPT  SERVICE! 

RIGHT  PRICES! 

Means  Satisfaction  Guaranteed 


PURDY 

ICO  TREMONT  STREET  - - BOSTON 


Official  Photographer  E.  IT.  8. 
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DAY  DIVISION 

COLLEGE  OF  LIBERAL  ARTS 

Offers  a broad  program  of  college  subjects  serving  as  a foundation  for  the 
understanding  of  modern  culture,  social  relations,  and  technical  achievement. 
The  purpose  of  this  program  is  to  give  the  student  a liberal  and  cultural  educa- 
tion and  a vocational  competence  which  fits  him  to  enter  some  specific  type  of 
useful  employment. 

COLLEGE  OF  BUSINESS  ADMINISTRATION 

Offers  a college  program  with  broad  and  thorough  training  in  the  principles 
of  business  with  specialization  in  ACCOUNTING,  BANKING  AND  FINANCE, 
or  BUSINESS  MANAGEMENT.  Instruction  is  through  lectures,  solution  of 
business  problems,  class  discussions,  motion  pictures  and  talks  by  business  men. 

COLLEGE  OF  ENGINEERING 

Provides  complete  college  programs  in  Engineering  with  professional  courses 
in  the  fields  of  CIVIL,  MECHANICAL,  ELECTRICAL,  CHEMICAL,  INDUS- 
TRIAL ENGINEERING,  and  ENGINEERING  ADMINISTRATION.  Students 
select,  at  the  beginning  of  the  Sophomore  year,  the  course  in  which  they  intend 
to  specialize. 

Co-operative  Plan 

The  Co-operative  Plan  provides  for  a combination  of  practical  industrial  ex- 
perience with  classroom  instruction.  The  student  earns  a portion  of  his  school 
expenses  and  forms  business  contacts  which  prove  valuable  in  later  years. 


Bachelor  of  Arts 


Degrees  Awarded 


Bachelor  of  Science 


EVENING  DIVISION 

(FOR  MEN  AND  WOMEN) 

Providing  complete  courses  of  university  grade  in  business  and  law,  for  high  school 
graduates  who  find  it  necessary  to  work  during  the  day 
but  wish  to  study  for  further  advancement. 


SCHOOL  OF  BUSINESS 

Programs  in  accounting,  business  ad- 
ministration, and  combined  law  and 
business,  under  instructors  actually  en- 
gaged in  the  business  that  they  teach. 

73%  of  graduates  hold  executive  posi- 
tions in  business.  Preparation  for  the 
C.  P.  A.  examinations.  School  grants 
B.  B.  A.  degree.  Individual  courses 
available  to  special  students. 


SCHOOL  OF  LAW 

Four-year  course.  Confers  the  LL.B. 
degree.  Graduates  of  this  school  eligi- 
ble for  the  Massachusetts  Bar  Exam- 
ination. 

Case  methods  of  instruction  similar  to 
that  used  in  best  day  law  schools. 

A School  of  high  standards  adapted 
to  the  needs  of  employed  men  and 
women.  Alumni  outstandingly  success- 
ful as  lawyers,  judges,  business  execu- 
tives. 


Graduates  of  English  High  School  may  be  admitted  without  examinations  if 
grades  are  satisfactory  to  the  Department  of  Admissions. 

Catalogs  or  further  information  sent  upon  request 
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Boston,  Massachusetts 
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Howard 

Full  Dress  and  Tuxedos 

There  is  a definite  vogue  for  "midnight  blue" 
(which  appears  blacker  than  black  in  the 
night  light)  Tuxedos  and  Full  Dress.  Hand- 
somely trimmed  witL  lustrous  satin  or'idch 
grosgrain  lapels.  For  that  affair ..  better  be  at- 
tired in  a style-inspired  Howard  evening  suit. 
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